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grandson, Charles G. Dawes, became Vice-President of the United
States. One of our collateral ancestors was Oliver Ellsworth,
second chief justice "of the United States, appointed by George
Washington.
After my exploratory flights in the Arctic, Yale University gave
me the honorary degree of master of science. To receive it, I
travelled to New Haven from New York by train. Two of my
faculty friends met me at the station.
"Nice gesture for the New Haven Railroad to make," one of
them remarked.
Seeing that I did not understand, he pointed to the name on the
side of the Pullman car from which I had just stepped. It was
"Oliver Ellsworth."
I am not in the least superstitious; but, perhaps because I have
spent so much of my life in the solitudes, coincidences like that
always strike me forcibly. In spite of reason and logic, I can't
help but feel that they are significant. A series of most fortunate
coincidences rescued Amundsen and me from the Arctic, as I shall
tell later, and I saw the hand of God in them.
There have been a number of curious coincidences in my experi-
ence. For instance, one of the heroes of my life has been Wyatt
Earp, who seems to me to typify better than any other man the
spirit of the pioneers who conquered and civilised the West. I had
worshipped the memory of Wyatt Earp for many years, had read
everything about him I could find, and had collected his mementoes
and relics, before I learned that he began his career as a frontier
marshal in the town of Ellsworth, Kan.
An even stranger coincidence arose just the other day. I must
explain that when I am away from New York it has long been my
custom to take a daily eighteen-mile walk. In New York I sub-
stitute for walking an hour of wrestling with a professional, but
when away, wherever I may be, to keep fit I must do my eighteen
miles on foot. And exactly eighteen miles. I have found that to be
just right for me.
When I was waiting in Christchurch, New Zealand, for the start
of my first Antarctic expedition, I quickly found an eighteen-mile
walk for myself. A favourite walk of mine, which I have taken
many times, is at the Grand Canyon—nine miles from the brink to

